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e road, and he, Gbnlzov, had been left behind by Ms own
request*
" If I get better and the Red comrades have mercy on
me and don't kill me, I'll make my way home somehow.
^And if not, I'll die here.  It's all the same where I die;
* wherever death comes it's anything but sweet . . ." the old
man declared as Gregor said good-bye to him.
Gregor asked the old man about his father, but Obnizov
answered that he had no news of him, for he had left Tatarsk
on one of the last sledges, and he had not seen Pantaleimon
Prokoffievich since they passed through Malakhovsky
village.
Gregor had more luck in finding quarters at their next
stop. In the first house he entered he came upon cossack
acquaintances from Vierkhne-Chirsk village. They made
room for him, and he made his party comfortable by the
stove. Fifteen refugees were lying packed like fish in
barrels ; three of them were ill with typhus, and another
was suffering from frostbite. The cossacks cooked some
millet porridge with bacon fat for supper, and hospitably
offered some to Gregor and his companions. Prokhor and
Gregor ate heartily, but Aksinia refused to touch the
food.
" Why, aren't you hungry ? " Prokhor asked. During
the past few days he had inexplicably changed in his attitude
to Aksinia, and now he spoke to her roughly but
sympathe ticaliy.
" I'm feeling a little sick . . ." Aksinia threw her kerchief
. around her head and went out into the yard,
" She hasn't fallen ill, has she ? " Prokhor asked Gregor.
" Who's to know ? " Gregor put down his plate of porridge
and went out after her. He found her standing by the
steps, her hand pressed to her breast. He put his arms
around her and anxiously asked:
" What's the matter, Ksenia, dear ? "
" I'm feeling sick, and I've got a headache,"
" Come into the hut and lie down."
" You go in ;  I'll follow in a minute/1
Her voice was thick and toneless, her movements sluggish.
Gregor gazed at her interrogatively as she entered the
stiflingly hot room ; he noticed the crimson flush on her
cheeks, the suspicious glitter in her eyes. His heart sank: